CHAPTER        ELEVEN

kaleidoscope, monotonous, soundless, intensely alive.
I stared at them, hypnotized. They were so per-
fectly poised in the picture. The modern buildings
in the distance, dappled with mauve (for the sky was
absurdly changeable), the grey steel river on the
right, the noble flight of steps beneath, and far away,
the dome of the Capitol, a white bubble that might
drift, at any moment, to join the early stars.

I stood, and I stood, and I stood. And I caught
a cold. But I did not mind, for the sky was like a
fickle woman, changing her ribbons to greet some
awaited lover. First there would be a flutter of blue,
and then a band of red* For one supreme moment
every colour was discarded for a robe of gold, which
set fire to the entire city* And then the sky relented,
the golden robe was tossed over the hills, and there
came a soft, blue grey, in whose folds the stars
glittered like ancient diamonds.

A last look at Lincoln. One had a feeling that
perhaps he had risen from his marble chair, weary of
repose, and had stalked out, a white, lanky ghost, over
the hills. But no. He was still there. And the
lights of Washington found no reflection in his face.

I walked away in a trance. When I arrived at
home, they told me that I was to see President
Coolidge on the following morning. But I paid no
heed. For I felt that I had just seen Lincoln himself,
and through his eyes, his city.

The story opens with a squeak*
It should, I know, open with a rattle of drums and
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